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wars by crying over it;   you have to give
men liberty and money and delight.

Damn it all, he'd a good mind to go back
to the army.   If he had to be separate, he
would rather be separate there.   And there
came to him the vivid memory of a day, a
brilliant   sunlit   noon-day,   when   he   had
advanced with his company through a bad
barrage.   His wind had given out completely,
for the asthma had caught him by then.
It was as though he struggled for years at the
bottom of a dark water that was drowning
him ; he fought for breath in vain until the
blood beat like a great hammer on his heart
_and ears and eyes.   And he gave up;   it
was better to be drowned and find rest.   He
sat  on  a  tree-stump while  his  company
scattered past him, and the shrapnel was no
more than whistling rain to him.   He could
have stretched out his hand to catch a drop;
he could have hugged one to Ms heart.
Only when the painful breath came back to
him and his eyes again saw the sunlight on
the surrounding wood, had he cared to avoid
death and make an effort to break out of the
shell  of  separateness that held him.   His
men had thought him a hero after that.
The   memory  brought him delight, not